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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
And now comes the moment when | draw a deep breath and say: "Jeepers, the last time | wrote something like 
this it was 199] and it sure wasn't Slash." That's a scary thought. Here's hoping it turned out at least half-way 


decent. 


Oh, and the "some events are real" part of my disclaimer obviously doesn't apply to this. None of this is real 
outside of this room and none of you saw me and, yeah, it was the butler! 


He always over packed. No matter how often or how patiently he lectured into his subconscious, he always 
managed to convince himself he needed enough knickers to hand out to the road crew if need be, socks, shirts, 
shorts, pants, that leather jacket with the buckles and the Mick Ronson pin that simply refused to fold flat. 
Sitting on the bag wasn't helping. Maybe he should forget about stealing that bathroom towel he'd stashed 
along the bottom. It did sort of plump out the bag's left side. 


A knock came at his door. Rick Savage stood outside, toweling his hair, toothbrush sticking out of his mouth. 


"Hey, Phil," he said, maneuvering the toothbrush into a position that allowed him to talk more clearly. "Steve 
says that Joe muttered that the plane leaves at ruddy 7100 AM tomorrow. Joe's words, not mine.” He brushed 
a molar and maneuvered the toothbrush to the other side. "That means we all get to drag our half-asleep 


carcasses to the lobby at the ungodly hour of 5.00 AM. My words, not Joe's.” 
"Aw, jeez," Phil groaned. "How did we wind up with such a shitty schedule?" 


"Well," Sav said thoughtfully, picking toothpaste out of his canines, "it's the fine people of Oregon, you see, who 
chose this weekend to fly everywhere and glut the airports and take all the good flights and leave us with a 
seven in the morning our esteemed tour manager thought was a great idea because, and | quote, you lads'll be 


home soon enough and won't that be a good one and so--" 

"All right, yeah. Enough. | get the picture. I'll set my alarm. I'll be there." 

Sav padded away on bare feet, waving goodbye and with a cheerful Sorry fo be the bearer of bad news. G'night! 
It was back to packing, then. He folded one last pair of sweats, jammed them forcibly in between jeans and a 
sweater, threw his weight on the lowered lid and pressed his thumbs red in order to get it to close. The locks 
snapped into place and Phil let out a sigh of relief. Next time, he'd buy an extra bag for anything he'd accrued 


throughout the tour. Two bags, maybe. 


A thump came at his door, followed by two taps, fingers drumming out a roll, and he knew it could only be one 
person. He cracked open the door and peered down at Rick Allen. The younger man grinned up at him from his 


position, cross-legged, on the floor. 
"Are you guys trying to play some sort of joke on me?" Phil demanded. 
"Can | come in?" was Rick's reply. 


He scrambled up before Phil could reply. The door's locks had barely returned to their places before Rick had 
bounded onto Phil's bed, where he perched on the end with a strange, tightly cheerful smile. 


"Wanna know what's funny?" he said. He continued before Phil could work out a no, but Im sure youre gonna tell 
me. "Puking. That's funny. Hurling. Blowing chunks. Spewing." His smile widened. "Joe just managed to puke all over 
my bed. Got the carpet too. It was a beauty. Seems Seagram's No. 7 doesn't agree with turkey sandwiches. You 


can imagine my surprise. Well, you wanna know what else is funny?" 
"Rick," Phil warned. 


"My friend and band leader puking his guts out is not the hotel staff's fault, so | get to keep my room," Rick 


finished anyway. "But that was really my own suggestion. Scores of maids are scrubbing it out as we speak 


but, well." He shifted on the bed, scratching at the nape of his neck "Puke. Not a pretty smell. Tends to linger, 


y'know?" 


Phil had to laugh. Rick seemed encouraged by his response. He looked to be in a rather bouncy mood, actually. 
Jittery, maybe. Seemed nervous. He kept tapping his feet on the floor, his thumb slipping in and out of his 


jeans waistband. 

"Got ants in your pants, then?" said Phil 

"Can | stay with you?" 

That took him aback somewhat. "You mean ‘cause your room is..2" Rick was nodding his head, curls nodding 
right alongside it. It looked vaguely comical. Phil took in the queen sized bed, the sofa on one corner, the chairs, 


the rug, and back to Rick's anxious face. He shrugged. 


"Sure. Why not?" 


* eK 


Rick flopped on his belly and tapped his fingers along the top of Phil's bag. The man was a pack horse. The top 
was bulging. He pressed on it with his index finger and found it wouldn't budge. 


"You locked this, right?" he said. "Looks like itll burst open at any minute." 


The mattress shifted beneath him as Phil sat on the bed. He was wearing draw string pajamas. Yellow stripes. 
Bare-chested. Rick found he was staring at the yellow stripes and not listening to Phil's voice. They dipped and 
curved and folded over Phil's legs and it didn't seem as if there was a human body underneath them at all, 
just angles. He shook his head and made himself focus on the words nudging at his ears. 


" „can't say no. It's all Steve's fault, you know. He, um, buys a lot of shite too. There's an ashtray in there that 
belongs to him. And I'd take it out and make him take responsibility for his shite, but there's no way l'm 


cracking that thing open again, you know..?" 

His voice was nice. A high pitch that mellowed as it hit his subconscious, words following each other neatly 
even as they stumbled into pauses and scrambles to find the right words. Maybe he should make him speak 
some more. 


"What did you buy?" he heard himself ask. 


A pleasant tingle was growing in his stomach. He rubbed his hand over his belly in lazy circles as Phil soldiered 


into an account of a corduroy pea coat and a cramped record shop on a street lined with pastry shops. Closing 


his eyes, he let the sound of Phil's words twine around his fingers, dipping along his ribs and then lying flat 


along his stomach, waiting. 


He was in trouble now. 


* eK 


Phil closed the medicine cabinet's door and took one long, hard look at himself in the mirror. He looked like a 
zombie. Washed out blue eyes, stringy yellow hair, pointed nose and all these lines criss~crossing around his 
mouth and his chin and his eyes and he was all pores. Big pores. Big ugly pores. 

If he looked beyond his reflection, he could see Rick sitting cross-legged on his bed. He wondered idly if the 
fellow knew he'd been toying with his belly button for most of the night. Rubbing his neck. Fingertips scratching 
against one another. Running his fingers through his hair. Throwing odd little glances at Phil 


It was nuts. 


Phil was surprised to find that his eyes were dilated. His breath was quickening. Sweaty palms rubbed 


themselves against the hand towel over the washbasin. 


Good lord, he was actually nervous. 


* * * 


"Phil?" 


He looked away from the images flickering on the TV. Rick was sitting on a pillow, his back against the 


headboard, his knees drawn up to his chin, looking at him. Unnerving him. Feeding the air with a pregnant pause. 
"Um, listen, Rick," he began. 

"Can | ask you a question?" 

Breath was sucked into his lungs, expelled in what sounded like a resigned sigh. "Fire away." 

"Am | too forward?" 


Rick was frowning. Beneath the frown, his lips had drawn into a rueful line. Phil wondered if any response was 


necessary. He smelled a trick question. Bait. Shifting on the bed, he flipped to another channel and made his 


voice as flippant as possible. 
"Sometimes." 


It was a moment before Rick replied The mattress shifted. That was the signal. Phil tensed and thought about 
maybe putting the remote aside or maybe trying to put a stop to whatever Rick was about to do because he 
was about to do something and he didn't know at what exact second it was gonna happen but he wanted to be 
ready and Rick was saying oh, good and then hungry, insistent lips pressed against his own and his mind 
disconnected for a while. 


* KK 


He giggled. He actually giggled. His hand flew up to cover his mouth as he rolled onto his side. His bare feet 
brushed against Phil's pajama bottoms, and he pressed them against the thighs beneath. It felt so comfortable. 
Phil was chuckling, all heh and well and hmm. He still looked somewhat taken aback, but the way his blue eyes 
held his own told Rick that he had very little to worry about. He could hug himself from the relief. 


Clambering up to his knees, he made his way towards the headboard. He lay his head on Phil's shoulder and 
closed his eyes. He smelled like soap and clean skin and something urgent he couldn't put his finger on. How 


would he start? Now that he'd gotten to this point, he wasn't quite sure what he should do. 


"This is complicated," he heard himself say. His head turned on Phil's shoulder, his cheek resting against the 
blonde's chin. He rubbed them together and thrilled at the simple pleasure of their skins sliding beneath each 
other. "How do you start?" 


In response, Phil placed his hands on his shoulders and kissed him. Lips light against lips. 


"This is what | usually do," he said. 


* eK 


A kiss. Lips parting. Searching. Asking. Finding. Rick felt a tightening in his groin and urgency begin to creep up 
his spine. He parted his lips and returned that kiss. A slit. Breath between them. That felt nice. He found he 
was pushing Phil against the headboard. Surprised laughter spilled into his mouth. He sucked it in and licked and 
nibbled and made the darkness wider so Phil's tongue could slip in. 


Hands were trailing down his back. They dipped below his shirt and began to slide it up. He broke their kiss and 
raised his arm and then the shirt was gore. Phil's hands wrapped around his back and drew him closer. Their 


bodies met. It thrilled every nerve end. He wanted to press against it harder, until there was no space between 


them. 


Trailing his collarbone. He could no longer tell who was touching whom. Flesh raced beneath their fingers and 
their palms, dipping into muscle and bone and softness giving way to a light sweat. The smell of it filled his 
nostrils. He heard himself moan, nipped at Phil's shoulder as hands slid down to the small of his back. One hand 
trailed up and found his left shoulder. Rick's arm tightened around Phil's back. 


"Does it hurt?" Phil murmured, his voice husky. 
He could barely get out the words. It was almost ridiculous. "No. It's all right. Really.” 


A strange sensation shot up his side. Tight. He could feel the calluses under Phil's fingers, fingerprints 
scratching against his flesh. Down and around and his lips were chapped and saliva had never felt so cool and 


sweet in his life. It was a warm sensation, settling behind his eyes and between his legs. He groaned, biting his 
lip. 


"God, that has no right feeling that good." 


"Neither does the death grip you have on my bum," Phil whispered. His laughter was hot against his ear. He 
gripped harder just to hear him laugh again. 


Then he was scrambling over him, pulling on his legs and tugging his pajamas off and trying to keep his balance. 
Phil was a mass of fumbles as he pitched in to help. Their arms tangled in the split second indecision of who 
was going to remove what. The pajama bottoms became a crumpled heap around Phil's left leg. Rick's jeans 
were refusing to come off. They wrestled at it in a heap of laughter and Rick heard himself giggle again and he 
didn't mind this time. Phil finally pushed them down, taking underwear with them and now Rick's breath was 
really failing him. 


His first thought was to put his arm around Phil's neck and push himself upward. Close the gap. His cock came 
up against Phil's thigh. Phil's was against his stomach. Hard. Their eyes met. Strangely liquid A deep, blue, stil 
void, endless. Rick smiled. He let his head fall back on the pillow, his palm making its way over Phil's shoulder 
blades and down into the small of his back. He brought it up against curly hair and he pinched one nipple 
between his fingers and ran his tongue against the tip. Harden. Phil's legs tightened around him. 


* * * 


Phil's mind was in contradiction He had never felt this calm, but all of his thoughts were in disarray. It was 
dizzying. His entire body seemed to be falling into darkness, only to be pulled back into a high pitched fever of 
movement and shivers and warmth crawling up his skin and back down again. Rick's body was moving below 
him, angles and dips and darkness and his hips pressed firmly against his thighs, his cock rubbing against him 
and his tongue lapping between his nipples and running along his collarbone and pinching and biting and teeth and 


lips and nose nuzzling into his ribs. 


One arm crawled out across the covers, gripped fabric and then let go. Gripped harder. Tongue against his 
stomach, reaching between his hips and into the hollow between his legs and his man hood. Rigt there. Wet. Hot. 
He shifted as Rick slid further down beneath him. Fingertips and then fingers and then a hand curled around his 
buttock and slid between and shivers shot up his legs as he moaned. He rocked slightly with each stroke, his 
breath keeping the rhythm. 


"You're gonna have to let me get on top," came the breathless command. 


He barely remembered doing it. It just was. And then it was Rick's fingers running down his stomach and 
wrapping around his cock and thumb and index finger pinching at his head and rubbing for a moment and licking 
and then down, down and slid across him and took him in, tongue pressing firmly as every thought was sucked 
out of him. The darkness deepened. He felt his head toss, heard himself moan. Then his back was arching and 
lifting Rick with him and the boy's hand gripped harder, a squeeze, and he felt himself shake and shiver and 


come. 


Violence that was perfectly calm. It flowed out of him in a wave of warm relief. His arms rose and took a hold 
of Rick and lifted him towards his chest and found his lips and shivered against his body and gasped against his 
neck and savored how Rick was shivering too and breathless and gasping and running frantic, quivering fingers 
over his face and his hair, curling warm fingers around Phil's and guiding them towards his own erection as he 
straddled him, all bony knees against his sides and his chest heaving. 


Phil took him between his hands and met his gaze. Desire and need and urgency and lust and love and a 
comfortable blackness that wrapped around both of them and held them in sweat and muscle and bone and 
flesh and the sticky semen trailing down his thighs and glistening on Rick's lips. One small heartbeat between 
them. 


Rick threw his head back and closed his eyes 


* * * 


"They stared at the make-up on his face... 

Phil's head rose from where it lay on his pillow and over his arm. Rick was wrapped around his back, legs 
twined around his, toes against toes, his hand drawing out circles over his shoulder, his breath against the 
nape of his neck, singing quietly. 


"Bowie?" 


Rick nodded. As Phil shifted, the younger man climbed onto his chest, his chin on his right breast, grinning. 


"Lady Stardust," he said. "You were a Girl, remember?" He traced Phil's lips with his thumb, applying lipstick 
and laughing soundlessly. 


"| was wasn't |..?" 


Running his toes against Rick's ankle, he sang the next line and the next. Rick joined in, settling on his shoulder 


and toying with the hair around his nipples, curling and uncurling as their voices mingled. 

"and he was all right. The band was all together. Yes, he was all right. The song went on forever...” 

They laughed even before they stumbled over yes, he was awful nice and then pursed their lips and hammed it 
up and burst into laughter as their voices cracked pushing out really quite out of sight and they knew that at 
any moment Sav would knock on the door and then it was the lobby and the plane and days upon days 
stretching out before them, this moment left behind to memory and the scents clinging to their fingertips and 
their hair. 

"Last line, then?" Rick said. 

Phil smiled. 


"And he sang all night long." 


© 20 March 2005. "Lady Stardust" is © 1912 David Bowie, and appears on the record The Rise and Fall of 
Ziggy Stardust 


